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The universe is a living being who uses its mind to create and beings created have that same 
power only to within their boundaries. 
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Three guests of a boarding house sit within its smoking room holding empty wine glasses. No 
one smokes or drinks because there is neither tobacco nor wine. However, they imagine and enjoy 
their pleasures all the same. Imagination rules here absent physical convenience. The desk clerk 
busies preparing for new arrivals. The front door opens and hotel door attendant leads in three young 
men without baggage to the reception desk. They always arrive that way - always during light of day. 
The clerk asks only for first names. None ever recall any but a first name and always without 
remembering how they got there or why. It just happens. Reading a desk clock frozen at 12:00 sharp, 
always punctually correct twice a day, he records check-in at 12:00. Desk clerk hands each a room 
number without a key. Keys and locks do not exist here. Hotel bellhop shows each new guest to his 
room without lock or key, respectively. Then doorman resumes his post in the main entrance foyer. 
Here, everything and everyone has a place. Three resident guests, as they have so many times before, 
disinterestedly observe this ritual. No one has any sense of time; only new arrivals and departures 
punctuate the ‘sameness’ atmosphere. Time is nonexistent. All house clocks frozen always at 12:00 
sharp are punctually correct twice a day — in between never matters. Few leave this hotel; of those that 
do none ever return. No one knows how or why. Rarely when a guest does go, nobody sees s/he 
depart; not even doorman or desk clerk. Absent housekeepers, mysteriously, a vacated room, always 
ready made just in time, greets new arrivals, ditto for visitor docket that once held first name only, now 
blank, awaits entry of another traveler’s first name and check-in time — only. Desk clerk always finds 
the vacant room number without a key — in the ready — on a blank hotel register. The few visitors 
allowed to leave all do so the same way. It just happens — always — in dark of night. Only ghostly 
reminiscence of their absence greets remaining guests the next morning, gathered in a smoking room, 
holding empty wine glasses, where nobody smokes or drinks wine, before the moment vanishes. 
Imagination rules here — all else is unimportant, why and memories have no value. The three young 
visitors returning from their rooms without locks or keys greet existing houseguests — gathered in the 
smoking room, holding empty wine glasses, where nobody smokes or drinks wine. They seek 
entertainment. Youth is a period of restless, rebellous novelty; resident guests cannot help them; these 
newcomers simply must adjust to conditions as they always exist — today is same as yesterday, as for 
tomorrow — ditto. ‘Imagine and your wish appears’ says one of them. The youngsters soon tire of this 
game and petition desk clerk to check out for another hotel. As always, he accommodates them and 
arranges transportation to another hotel. When they return their room numbers without a key, desk 
clerk refuses them and says, 'check out all you wish but keep the room number without a key.’ Hotel 
docket remains unchanged, for he only records arrivals. The doorman comes, leads them onto the front 
porch then resumes his post. They wait. After much delay in a place without time, three youths storm 
the front desk clerk demanding to know why a taxi has not arrived. ‘It never comes,’ says he. 'Check 
out all you wish but no one leaves until given permission to do so,’ the clerk causally remarks before 
resuming his work. 'How do we get permission,’ demands a vociferous youth. Desk clerk says, 'no one 
knows; it simply happens and they always ‘just’ go in the hour of mid-night.' 'I demand to see the hotel 
manager,’ he protests! 'I am in charge,’ replies desk clerk. ‘Then I demand to see the owner,’ demands 
the young man. ‘Owner,’ asks the clerk? ‘Never heard of such a thing.’ The older guests now 
numbering 5, gathered watching from a smoking room, holding empty wine glasses, where nobody 
smokes or drinks wine, amusingly observe this scenario as it perpetually, predictably, always plays out 
with every new comer. Novelty is rare in a place without time where all house clocks frozen at 12:00 
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sharp — always — remain punctual twice a day. ‘Eventually, everyone accepts conditions here, which 
change only when people come and go; nobody knows how or why,’ states desk clerk impatient to 
resume his tasks. The bored youngsters wander into the smoking room, where everyone holds an 
empty wine glass, where nobody smokes or drinks wine. They ask questions none can answer, except 
for their first name and room number without a key; but for those, they know nothing except that here 
only imagination rules should one care to use it - always. Out of boredom, every houseguest eventually 
does so. Oh, yes — there are no rules here but a very grave warning: when outdoors, never venture 
beyond the tree lines, which is stringently forbidden. You can go anywhere else except beyond the 
field boundary. Remain within it, always; going beyond is strictly prohibited. ‘Why,’ asks a young 
man? ‘No one knows, there is no why here only ‘is,” replies an elderly guest sitting in a smoking room 
chair, holding an empty wine glass, where nobody smokes or drinks wine. So, they mingle prattling 
non-sense because nothing here has rhyme or reason. Tonight's dinner menu is potluck; always — it is 
potluck, with trimmings, and always punctually served at 12:00 sharp. No one knows why because 
there is no why where time does not exist; however, all house clocks frozen at 12:00 sharp — always — 
are punctual twice a day. Formally dressed waiters serve dishes empty but for each diner’s 
imagination, which fills them should one care to use it. The young men protest, ' this is crazy... no 
wine, no food, no music, no fun only make believe...!’ "You will adjust,’ says a formally dressed waiter 
before vanishing into his make-believe kitchen where only imagination rules, always. Later that 
evening, a few hours before dusk, our three youths agree to 'blow this loserville asylum’ of crazies and 
find some action — wine, women, music, dancing and fun! They wait until everyone gathered in a 
smoking room, holding empty wine glasses, where nobody smokes or drinks wine, retires for the night 
to their numbered rooms without locks or keys. They slip out through a side door when the doorman 
and desk clerk are not watching. The three search for a property entrance or exit gate. Finding none, 
they set off crossing the grounds passing into forbidden tree line of dense forest in proximity to the 
boarding house campus. Before leaving the field into forest, they turn to look at the hotel marveling at 
its largeness; the place is so small from within to appear so gigantic from without. It has an eerie, heart 
beat and pulsating, life-light-glow...’must be changing light of dusk,’ remarked the leader, ‘let us move 
before darkness falls.” Moving further into the trees, each man grows noticeably weaker. Still within 
sight of the house, our three escapees encounter a very tall, steel-bar, perimeter fence; quite unscaleable 
absent a ladder. The bars are too solid to bend and too narrow apart to squeeze between. However, tree 
limbs and vines grow across the spiked, needlepoint, barrier top. Without time to find a ladder, the 
leader climbs an adjacent tree while the other two watch him. Their plan is to cross over on tree 
branches and vines bridging the needle-point-spikes, grab the outer fence bars and slide down them to 
freedom on other side. Crossing over on a branch the climber suddenly feels drained and dreadfully 
tired but presses on with his getaway. However, when he crosses beyond the fence spikes, the man’s 
body goes completely, rag-doll-limp and falls to the ground outside the barrier. His agonizing primal 
screams quickly die as lifeless body shrivels into dust. The two remaining young men within the fence 
experience like horror. Shriveling away, they turn in a last fleeting glimpse from afar begging the 
rapidly pulsating boarding house to redeem them. Nothing can hear their dying screams above roar of 
rapid heartbeats. A torture-some, primeval-screeching - cacophony erupts; the whole scene is one of 
sheer madness and shrieking terror. As mummifying flesh crumbles to dust, universal mind’s last 
frightful outcries echo, fade, as the hotel morphs into a ghostly brain-shadow form before 
consciousness vanishes away shape shifting into dense forest — where only soundless emptiness of 
nothing remains — evermore. 


